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who missed the turn to his seat, and walked in stately
manner out at the north door: or of how the enemy
of mankind, disguised as a small black cat, entered
the chapel when the Master of Trinity was to preach,
and long eluded Mr, Luxmoore's pursuit.

When the war was over, Eton life settled down
into that routine which is so familiar to all who know
the place: they would not thank me for describing
it, and those who are unfamiliar with the school will
prefer to retain their illusions that it is a place where
no one does any work, and that beneath its bigot
spires and Tory towers

Grateful science still adores
The aristocracy,

while the rich student exerts a sinister domination
over boy and master alike. But there were many
pleasant episodes, and many interesting visitors:
royalty and commoner, Englishman and foreigner:
King Albert of Belgium, who embarrassed me by
removing his military headgear when I refused to
keep on my top-hat in his presence: his son King
Leopold, who does not forget his affection for his
old school: King Fuad, who inspected a guard of
honour, received and replied to an address, visited
the principal buildings, had tea and was off in
forty minutes: King Feisal, who talked much the
same kind of French that I talk myself, and went